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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you enjoy this! 


This was the last thing Rachel expected when the doors to the elevator opened was to be face to face with 
the one person he never though he'd see again.well the one person he'd hoped he never see again. Their eyes 
remained locked as the doors closed behind him and the elevator began to move. It was evident by the look of 


shock on the other man's face that he hadn't expected this either. 


"Bach." He nodded in the blonde's direction as a vague acknowledgment, not willing to look at him again after 


finally breaking free from his gaze. 
"Bolan" He responded just as calmly. "I guess you're in the area for a show too huh?" 


"Yeah." He tried to keep the snark out of his voice, he really did. "I don't know whatever gave you that idea." 


He heard the blonde sigh beside him. "Geez, and | thought | was being polite for once. You don't have to jump 
down my throat." 


Rachel had to quickly stop himself from responding. This is how it would always start. They'd have their banter 
and one of them would usually go too far and piss the other off. Then if it was back in ‘88, after the arguing, 
Sebastian would end up pinned to a surface and walking funny the next day. Now well, Rachel would rather not 


have the cops called on him for starting a brawl in a hotel. 
"What do you want? You and | both know we don't have anything to say to each other." 
"No you decided that! Like you decided everything else for the band!" 


And there it was. He wasn't surprised that they got to the root of this so quickly. Among the other issues 
between them, Rachel's perceived power over the band was always a point of contention between them. It 
always seemed that whenever someone convinced the two of them to speak and it could finally be the time 


they got back on the right page, their history would just rear its ugly head all over again 
Before he could answer, Rachel heard something he didn't think he'd ever heard Bach say in his life. 
"Look, I'm sorry. Can-can we just try this again?" 


Rachel finally turned to look at Sebastian then. He seemed earnest, almost resigned to whatever response that 
Rachel was going to give. The fiery Sebastian that was prone to fly off that handle at any perceived insult was 
still simmering under the surface, but maybe, they could try talking just one more time. 


“All right. | have some time. Let's talk Sebastian." 


The walk to his room was silent. All Rachel could think of was why was he doing this? It had been almost 30 
years and even the mention of the man beside him would make his blood boil. He didn't know what had 
possessed him to even entertain the notion of even speaking to him, but he supposed it wouldn't kill him. At 
least, he didn't think it would. The second the room door closed behind them, it was almost as if he'd been 
transported back to 199b. 


The power of the door slamming rattled the entire frame which just pissed Rachel off more. "Great! Another thing 
were gonna have to fix because of your temper. Can you ever not be an asshole for once?!" 


Baz just snorted and dropped down on the bed. "Look who's talking! | didn't even start the argument this time! All I 
wanted was for you fo listen To an idea | had and your ego couldnt even let you do that. Its my band too ya 


know!" 


Rachel tried to take deep breaths to calm himself as he felt his fingers ball into fists at his sides. "Im not the one 
booking gigs without getting everyone else's input. Now who's ego is in the way?" Just because youre the frontman 


doesn’t mean you own all of us | mean what else do you do besides walk out on stage and look pretty." He shot 
back with a sneer. "I mean its the rest of us doing the actual work while you go out and act a like a dick." 


He knew he'd hit a sore spot when Sebastian bounded off the bed and tackled him into the door. "How dare you?" 
He growled, holding Rachel to the door by his shoulders. 'F it wasnt for me, youd still be out there playing dive 
bars and nobody would know who you are." 


Rachel smirked and leaned in to whisper, "F it wasnt for me and Snake you'd still be a kid with two failed band 


under your belt and not enough talent to make it on your own Don't even begin to act lke you dont need us." 


The growl Baz released would have almost scared Rachel if wasnt just as angry if not angrier than the blonde. He 
winced as jerked away from the door, so Baz could storm out. He grabbed a bottle of Jack to throw, but stopped 
at the last second, deciding to take a swig of it instead. He knew this had been going on too long He knew why he'd 
put up with it. Baz was good and they had been really good for a while, but he knew it was only a matter of time 
before they went their separate ways. 


He wasn't wrong either. It wasn't too much longer after that when the group came to the consensus of 
removing Sebastian from the band. His attitude finally becoming too much for the rest of them. There were 
times when he'd remember why they'd chosen Baz in the first place and why they had fallen into bed 
together. Then the interviews started and the bad blood between them just kept flowing and those thoughts 


became few and far between. 


"Is everything okay?" Sebastian asked in confusion. That's when Rachel noticed he hadn't stepped away from the 
door. It was if he knew that no matter what Sebastian said, he already had his answer and he was just waiting 


for his sign to leave. 
"Yeah." He remained where he was. Opting instead to lean against the door." What did you want to talk about?" 


Sebastian remained silent, grabbing a bottle of water before sitting down. "Maybe this has gone on long enough. 
| have done a lot of shit, a lot of dumb shit. That's not even counting the things I've said. Hell, | don't even 
know if this is about putting the band back together anymore. | just--" He stopped suddenly, his eyes flashing 
in anger when he heard Rachel chuckle. "You're such an ass! I'm actually trying here and you're standing there 
laughing! God! And I'm the one always painted as the asshole!" 


He raised his hands in apology. “It's not what you think." He said as his laughter died down. “You've always said 
Skid Row was your band. | was surprised to hear you say different." 


He watched the anger visibly leave Sebastian and the other continued. "Look, | just want to try and make things 
right with us. Its not about the band anymore. | mean, we were pretty good together once right?" 


Rachel struggled to catch his breath as Sebastian flopped bonelessly on to his chest. He had to admit there were 
occasionally some good things that came out of their arguments. "See, we really do work well together” Baz 


whispered at his ear. "Just have to burn off a litte bit of the anger first." 


Rachel yawned and his eyes began to flutter shut. "Ya really think thats a good way for any relationshp to work 


out?" 
Sebastian just shrugged. "I think it works for us pretty well. We havent killed each other yet." 
Rachel could feel the smile on his face as he replied "The keyword there is yet." 


"We were." He finally heard himself answer. "but | don't think we can do it again" He looked up and found 
himself surprised by the hurt that was on Baz's face. If he was honest with himself, he knew that was the 
last emotion he expected to see there. Anger was the constant he'd always seen with him. Maybe Baz really 
was serious about them working things out, but he couldn't let that sway him. 


‘I've been burned one too many times by you to even start to entertain this." The words had started to flow 
before he'd even realized it. "I'm in a good place now Baz, whether you agree with what we're doing or not. We 
can't do this again. We both know it'd go down in flames. To be honest, l'm not even sure how we've been in 


this room this long without tearing each others heads off" 


"Burned by me?! This is the first time you've been in a room with me in 30 years, not to mention even spoken 
to mel" Now Rachel could hear the anger creeping back in. This was the Baz he knew how to deal with. "I 
apologized! What more do you want?!" He finally stood and looked as if he was about to advance but remained 
still. "Don't even act like | was the only one throwing bombs. Look, you may not believe me, but maybe | finally 


grew up and thought it was time to end this shit" 


He let out a frustrated groan as he dropped back onto the bed."! would have thought that tonight would at 


least show there's a chance. But | can only do so much here f you don't meet me half way." 


Rachel hesitated. When he first walked into this room he knew what he was going to do. He was going to be the 
bigger man, hear out Sebastian and then leave. Now, the small part of him that remembers how good things 


were in the beginning was trying to make him reconsider. 

He buried that part of him as far down as he could. 

He turned to leave and to once again break his gaze from Sebastian's. "| can appreciate what you tried to do 
here, but not now. There's a difference between being in a room together for ten minutes and attempting to 
make music again. | should go before either one of us says something that'll end up being a headline on the 


internet.” 


He paused, waiting for the outburst that he knew was coming. Ready to hit back with everything he'd saved 


for this very moment, but that Sebastian hadn't given him a reason to use. 


„but it never came. 


"Go." Baz said softly. "I should have known this would have been a waste of time. We can pretend this never 
happened if you want. No chance of any headlines that way." He said with a sad chuckle. 


Rachel took that as his cue and slipped quietly out of the room, but he couldn't help the sinking feeling that 
he'd done something wrong. He knew how things would turn out if he reconciled with Sebastian. Even if things 
didn't become personal again, he'd come to accept that there was no chance their egos would ever let them 


coexist. He felt like he should say something, but he didn't know what he would even begin to say. 


So he left. He left someone who was his friend and the bane of his existence all wrapped in one. The outcome 
of what happened in that room had been building since they split and Rachel had embraced it for so long that 
he'd never thought there would be anything that could change his mind. After all, they'd been spitting venom 
at each other for so long, he'd spent half tonight in shock that they could do anything else. And when the next 


set of rumors about a Skid Row reunion start swirling about and his mind tries to remind him of tonight.. 


Well he would just have to see how far down he could push this memory away. 


